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The Artist sitting in the street 

Chalks loaves of bread he cannot eat, 
And purple hills, and emerald vales, 
And salmon, and the Prince of Wales. 
Give him a penny now and then ; 
He wants real bread like other men. 


IS FOR BUS-MAN 


Of all the clever drivers, 

The Busman beats the lot, 

He’s always where he ought to be 
And ne’er where he ought not. 
Threading the crowded thoroughfares 
His heavy bus he’ll wheedle 

As if his course was cotton thread 
And London was a needle. 
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IS FOR COSTER 


The Coster with his moke 

He plays a lively part O, 

Where’er you go, he says ““ What Ho!” 
And sells you a Tomato. 


Bananas are his pride, 

For Plums his love is great O, 

Nor does he flout the Brussels Sprout 
Or spurn the plain Potato. 


The Coster with a grin 

Will sell you Ferns All Green O !— 
But you should see his grin when he 
Is dressed up for a Beano! 


On Happy Hampstead Heath 

He dances with his gal O, 

He shies at nuts, and shoots at butts, 
And buys her a fal-lal O! 


Of roundabouts and swings 

He never seems to weary O— 

As up he flies ‘“‘ What Ho!” he cries, 
And comes down singing ‘“ Cheerio ! ” 


IS FOR DUSTMAN 


The Dustman must 
Cart with the dust 

A lot of wasted pleasures ; 
I’m sure that in 
The dusty bin 

Are many useful treasures. 


The Dust-Cart calls 
When Monday falls, 

No matter what the weather, 
For Dustmen must 
Clear out the dust 

Of good and bad together. 


~ IS FOR ENGINE-DRIVER 
A 


When we go travelling round and round 
On the Tube and Underground, 

We know the Engine-Driver’s there, 

Yet never see him anywhere. 


We see the Man who likes to shout 

‘ Off quickly, please!” and lets us out, 
And shouts again amid the din 

“On quickly, please !”’ and lets us in. 


The Liftman, too, one always sees, 
Who only says “ All tickets, please ! ” 
And as we come and go in town 

Will bring us up and take us down. 


But where’s the Engine-Driver? He 
Is just the one we never see, 
Although he has us in his care 

And is the Man who gets us there. 


IS FOR FLOWER-SELLER 


The Flower-Seller’s fat, and she wears a big shawl, 
She sits on the kerb with her basket and all, 

The wares that she sells us are not very dear, 
_ And are always the loveliest things of the year. 


Daffodils in April, 

Purple flags in May, 

Sweet peas like butterflies 
Upon a summer day, 
Brown leaves in autumn, 
Green leaves in spring, 
And berries in the winter 
When the carol-singers sing. 


The Flower-Seller sits with her hands in her lap, 
When she’s not crying Roses she’s taking a nap ; 
Her bonnet is queer, and she calls you My Dear, 
And sells you the loveliest things of the year. 


IS FOR GUTTER-SWEEPER 


When the snow that first fell down 

Pure and white is turning brown, 

Gutter-sweepers with their brooms 
Come to town. 


In the darkened winter day 

Standing in your window-bay, 

You will see them sweep and sweep, 
Sweep away. 


If there’s any tea to spare 

Send the sweepers out a share, 

You can see they’re very cold 
Sweeping there. 


IS FOR HAWKER 


At Christmas in the City 

The Hawkers with their trays 
Stand close as peas inside a pod 
Along the busy ways. 


They’ve heaps of penny presents 
To hang on Christmas-trees, 

Or put into a stocking-toe 

And bulge the heel and knees. 


Will you have the Jumping Rabbit? 
Will you have the Dying Pig? 

Or the Little Man who lifts his hat 
And shows his fluffy wig? 


_ IS FOR ICE-CREAM MAN 


Come on quick! Don’t mind the heat! 
The Ice-Cream Man is in the street, 
With goblets filled with pinks and yellows 
For little girls and little fellows. 


His lovely name’s Antonio, 

He comes from Italy, you know, 
Wheeling his gaudy stall at leisure 
To bring us pennyworths of pleasure. 


And don’t I wish that one day he 
Would take me back to Italy, 
Where the sun stops shining never 
And people lick ice-cream for ever. 


IS FOR JAZZ-MAN 


Crash and 
CLaNc ! 
Bash and 
Banc ! 
And up in the road the Jazz-Man sprang ! 
The One-Man-Jazz-Band playing in the street, 
Drums with his Elbows, Cymbals with his Feet, 
Pipes with his Mouth, Accordion with his Hand, 
Playing all his Instruments to Beat the Band ! 
Toor and 
Tingle ! 
Hoot and 
Jingle ! 
Oh, what a Clatter ! how the tunes all mingle ! 
Twenty Children couldn’t make as much Noise as 
The Howling Pandemonium of the One-Man-Jazz ! 


IS FOR KING 


The King has a Palace, 

The King has a Crown, 

England’s his country, 

And London’s his town. 

The Crowd leaves its business 

Where’er he appears, 

And the King lifts his hat 

When the Crowd cries ‘‘ Three Cheers ! ” 


IS FOR LIFEGUARDSMAN 


O the plume upon the helmet of the Man that guards 
our Life !— 

I know a little girl who’d like to be his Wife. 

O the shining silver breast-plate that is never never 
dim !— 

And I know a little boy who'd like to be Him. 


The Muffin-Man has got a head 
Flat as cardboard, hard as lead, 

And on his head he bears all day 
Muffins covered on a tray. 


When I try balancing trays like him 
Somehow I always tilt the brim ; 
My head is only rather flat, 

But if I had a head like that, 


In winter, through the falling snow, 
Ringing a jolly bell I’d go 

Along the streets at half-past-three 
With muffins for the People’s tea. 


IS FOR NELSON 


Nelson from his Column looks over London Town ; 

They put four lions to keep him there in case he 
should get down, 

In case he should get down for to sail across the sea 

Against the fleets of France and Spain upon the 
Victory. 


Nelson sees the rising sun, he sees the falling star. 
What is Nelson dreaming of ?—The guns of 
Trafalgar. 
Nelson sees the moon sail by in a cloudy diadem. 
What is Nelson dreaming of ? —The lovely Lady Em. 


FOR ORGAN-GRINDER 


IS 


iy 


When the Organ-Grinder turns his organ-handle 
In the handsome broadways, people often say 

In their easy arm-chairs, “ Isn’t it a scandal ! 
Give the fellow sixpence and bid him go away.” 


When the Organ-Grinder turns his organ-handle 

In the narrow alleys where the children play, 

Girls and boys start dancing, wives their babies 
dandle, 


Saying, ‘‘ Here’s a copper, please don’t go away.” 
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IS FOR POLICEMAN 


The dangers of the Strand 
Obey the Policeman’s will, 
The Policeman lifts his hand 
And London all stands still. 


No single word is said, 

But when the danger’s gone 
The Policeman nods his head 
And London all moves on. 


FOR QUEUE-GIRL 


IS 


Whether it shines or snows or pours, 
The Queue-Girl at the theatre-doors 
Takes up her stand, and waits all day 
To get a good seat for the play. 


She eats, to while away the wait, 
Ham sandwiches and chocolate, 
And reads a book, and knits a sock, 
And frequently consults the clock. 


And kindly people come along 

To play a tune or sing a song, 

Or show off any gift they’ve got 

To help the Queue-Girl bear her lot. 


IS FOR ROADMENDER 


Where the buses and cabs are so thick 

That they’ve cracked the poor road into two, 
The Roadmender comes with his pick 

To patch up the damage they do. 


He ropes off a bit of the street, 
The bit that amuses him best, 
And then he has something to eat, 
And leans on his spade for a rest. 


He takes up a square block of wood 
And pauses his forehead to wipe, 
And then has a bite more of food, 
And then takes a pull at his pipe. 


He looks at the hole he has made 
And thoughtfully scratches his head, 
And, stacking his pick and his spade, 
Goes home to his supper and bed. 


IS FOR SHOPMAN 


The Shopman sells inside his shops 
Safety-pins and acid-drops, 

And the Shopman has as well 
Many other things to sell ; 

But these are the things that | 

And my Mother mostly buy. 


Behind the counter where he lives, 
Lots of change the Shopman gives, 
Does up parcels by the score, 

Bows and asks you, “ Nothing more?” 
‘““ Nothing more to-day,” we say, 
‘““Isn’t it a lovely day!” 


FOR TAXI-MAN 


The Taxi-Man is a go-ahead man, 
And a little bit of a swank ; 

He keeps his cab as smart as he can, 
And he never forgets his rank. 
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IS FOR UNCLE 


Uncle is the sort of man 

Who comes at an unusual time, 

And calls out “‘ Hullo, Kiddies! Can 
You take me to the Pantomime? ” 


The play’s no sooner over than 
He bellows very heartily, 
“Well what about it, Kiddies? Can 


You manage ices for your tea?” 


And without any previous plan, 

When taking leave, as like as not, 

He chinks his pockets shouting, “ Can 

You spend Five Shillings, Kiddies, what ? ” 


Uncle is that sort of man, 
And as for Us, of course we can ! 


\ / IS FOR VANMAN 


The Vanman’s Van is like a ship with cargo in its 
hold ; 
It isn’t baked with chests of peat and ingots made 
of gold, 
But with parcels big and small 
To be left inside the hall, 
And the Vanman is the Captain bluff and bold. 


The Van rolls through the traffic as a hulk rolls 
through the sea, 
Bringing hampers, or the laundry, or a toy to you 
and me; 
It may come to fetch away 
All the furniture one day, 
With the Vanman and his crew of two or three. 


The Van puts into port upon its voyage when it can, 
Dropping anchor at the Lion, or the Crown, or the 
Green Man, 
And you won’t have to look far 
Across the harbour-bar 
For the Captain and his shipmates from the Van. 


Waitress, where we go for tea, 
Waitress, please to wait on me: 

Milk for one and tea for two, 

Toast for me and buns for you, 

Bread and butter brown and white, 
Queen-cake sweet and sponge-cake light, 
Coffee éclair, creamy puff— 

Yes, I think that’s quite enough. 
Pleasant Waitness, deft and neat, 
Nimble-fingered, quick of feet, 

What’s the reckoning ? ‘Two-and-three. 
Thank you, Waitress, for our tea. 


ae 
ca 
O 
ZA 
a 
2 
op) 
a 
= 
W 
6) 
— 
aa 
— 
a 
= 
= 
© 
= 
op) 
: = : 


The Postman comes at eight and twelve and four 
and nine o’clock, 
He’s certain as the night and day, and steady as a 
rock ; 
But the little Express Messenger has unexpected 
hours, 
Like nightingales, and shooting-stars, and showers. 


The Postman up and down the steps upon his 
patient feet 
Will plod for hours and hours until he’s done a single 
street; 
But the little Express Messenger will flash through 
London like 
A zig-zag streak of lightning on his bike. 


The Postman brings advertisements, and catalogues, 
and bills, 
And notes from Aunt Priscilla that describe her 
latest ills ; 
But the little Express Messenger, like carrier-pigeons, 
flies 
With a letter that is always a Surprise. 


IS FOR YOUNGSTER 


London’s full of Youngsters 
Doing things all day ; 

Some of them run errands, 
Some turn out to play, 


One sells evening papers, 
One goes walks with nurse, 

And stares into the toy-shop 
With a penny in his purse. 


With a penny in his purse 
And a window full of toys, 

It’s fun to be a Youngster 
With other girls and boys. 
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IS FOR ZOO-MAN 


The Zoo-Man loves the Creatures, and is great 
friends with them all; 

Whenever you want help with them, the Zoo-Man’s 
always there 

To sit with you on the Camel’s hump and see you 
do not fall, 

And put you on the Elephant, or in the Llama-Chair. 


I’d like to be a Zoo-Man for at least a single day, 

I’d pat the White Bear from the north, the Brown 
Bear from the south, 

And let the shiny curly Snakes coil round my arms 
in play, 

While Baby Tigers rubbed my legs, and Sea-Lions 
kissed my mouth. 
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BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


THE COUNTRY CHILD’S ALPHABET. By ELEANor Far- 
JEON. With Twenty-six Drawings by WiLLt1aAm MICHAEL 
ROTHENSTEIN. (Paper covers, 1/6 net; Paper boards, 2/- 
net. Postage 2d.) 


THE WONDERFUL ADVENTURES OF LUDO THE LITTLE 
GREEN DUCK. Written and Profusely Illustrated in Many 
Colours by JAcK RoBertTs. (Price 3/6 net. Postage 3d.) 


FOR YOUR DELIGHT. An Anthology for Children of Six 
Years of Age and Upwards. Edited by Eturer L. Fow er. 
(Price 2/6 net. Postage 3d.) 


NURSE LOVECHILD’S LEGACY. A Collection of Nursery 
Rhymes. With One Hundred Decorations by C. Lovat 
FRASER. (Price 2/6 net. Postage 2d.) 


NURSERY SHEETS 


I. SIXTEEN SONGS FOR’ SIXPENCE. Designed and 
Decorated by C. LovaT FRASER. (Price 6d. net.) 


2. WARNINGS TO STRAY-ABOUTS. Rhymes by ELEANOR 
FarJEON. Decorations by ELIZABETH PYKE. (Price 
6d. net.) 


3. WOODEN SOLDIERS. Verses by ELEANOR FARJEON. 


Decorations by TERENCE PRENTIS. (Price 6d, net.) 


(Postage on any one of above 1d.) 


THE NEW BROADSIDE 


(Six additional items) 


7. MATRIMONIAL MAXIMS. Decorated by MARGARET 


DAVIEL. 

8. THE BEASTS. By Watt WuitmMan. Decorations by JOHN 
NASH. 

9g. SUSAN. By Murray ALLISON. Decorations by Eby 
LEGRAND. 


to. THE COCK. By ELEANOR FArjJEON. Decorations by 
E. McKniGutT KAUFFER. 
iz. SISTER AWAKE. Decorations by JoHN NAsH. 


12. FORGETFULNESS. By Harotp Monro. Decorations by 
ALBERT RUTHERSON. 


The following have already appeared : 


I. THE HUNTSMEN. By WALTER DE LA MARE. Decorations 
by ETHELBERT WHITE. 


2. AN IMMORALITY. By Ezra Pounp. Decorations by 
PAuL NASH. 


3. JOURNEY’S END. By HumBert Wotre. Decorations 
by ALBERT RUTHERSTON. 


4. THE PARROT. From a poem by SACHEVERELL SITWELL. 
Decorations by E. McKniGHT KAUFFER. 


5. WINDY NIGHTS. By R. L. STEVENson. Decorations by 
JOHN NASH. 


6. THE SCHOOLBOY. From a poem by BLake. Decorations 
by CrciL RHODES. 


(All the above price 4d. each. Postage up to 4 items 1d.) 


RHYME SHEETS (Coloured Decorations) 
(Price 6d. net each.) Size 23 ins. by 8 ins. 


I. OH, WHAT SHALL THE MAN? 


CHILDREN’S. (BLAKE, W. DE LA Marg, and J. and A. 
TAYLOR.) Out of Print. 


3. THE WORLD. (W. B Rawnps.) 
a 4. OVERHEARD ON A SALT MARSH. (HAROLD Monro.) 
| Two Poems. 


| 5. ARABIA. (WALTER DE La Mare.) 

6. BEAUTIFUL MEALS. (T. StuRGE Moore.) Two Poems, 
7. THE VULGAR LITTLE LADY. (JANE and ANN TAYLOR.) 
8. THE CITY. (Joun DRINKWATER.) Two Poems. 

9. DRINKING. (ABRAHAM COWLEY.) 

) 


. KEITH OF RAVELSTONE. (SyDNEY DOBELL.) 
ir. OLD FARMER GILES. (Nursery Rhyme.) 
12. THE FOREFATHERS. (R. S. HAWKER.) 
The Decorations for Nos. 1, 2, 4 and 5 are by Charles Winzer ; 
No. 6 1s by T. Sturge Moore; No. 7 by Rachel Marshall ; 3, 8, 9 


and 10 are by C. Lovat Fraser ; No. 11 by Philip Hagreen ; No. 12 
by Cecil Rhodes. 


(Postage up to 4 items, 2d. ; the set, 4d.) 


RHYME SHEETS (Second Series) 
(Price 4d. each net.) Size 14 ins. by 7 ins. 


VESPERS. (T. E. Brown.) 

THE OLD. (RODEN NOEL.) 

ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT. (POPE.) 

THERE IS A LADY SWEET AND KIND. (Anonymous.) 
A MEMORY. (WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.) 

SONG. (THOMAS CAMPION.) 

THE PARTING. (MICHAEL DRAYTON.) 

FOR THE BAPTIST. (WILLIAM DRUMMOND.) 
MELANCHOLY. (JOHN FLETCHER.) 


*< 


Sr 


NUTS IRR AG oa ona SN 


1o. THE SAD DAY. (THOMAS FLATMAN.) 
Ir. BOG LOVE. (SHANE LESLIE.) 
Iz. FOR A GUEST ROOM. (JOHN DRINKWATER.) 
13. LOVE’S SECRET. (BLAKE.) 
14. TO A BUTTERFLY. (WoRDSWORTH.) 
I5. THE REBELLIOUS VINE. (HArotp Monro.) 
16 EPIGRAMME. (CHARLES COTTON.) 
17. THE WIND. (C. LovaT FRASER.) 
18. LEISURE. (W. H. DaAvIEs.) 
19. SUMMER. (C. LovaT FRASER.) 
20. MEETING MARY. (ELEANOR FARJEON.) 
21. THE ROBIN’S SONG. (RicHARD HONEYWOOD.) 
22. STAFFORDSHIRE. (OLIVER DAVIES.) 
23. THE WHITE WINDOW. (JAMES STEPHENS.) 
24. A SONG. (RaLtpH Hopecsov.) 

The Decorations for Nos. I, 4, 6, 7, 10, II, 12, 13, 16, 17, 19, 
20, 21, 22 and 24 are by C. Lovat Fraser ; No. 2 is by Paul Nash ; 
Nos. 3, 5,14 and 18 are by John Nash ; No. 81s by Charles Winzer ; 
No. 9 by Rupert Lee ; No. 15 by James Guthrie ; No. 23 by Philip 
Hagreen. 

(Postage up to 4 items, 2d. ; the set, 6d.) 


BEGGAR’S OPERA BROADSIDES. Decorated in colours by 
C. LovaT FRASER. Size 14 ims. by 7 ims. Set of Three, 
price 1/- net; or separately, 4d. net each. (Three Songs 
are included on each sheet, and two decorations, but no 
music. ) 


CONCERNING DRAGONS. A Rhyme by H. D. C. P., with 
Engravings by A. E. R. G. (Printed for the Poetry Book- 
shop by the St. Dominic’s Press.) Card 18 by 8, 1/- net; 
or in small booklet form, 6d. net. 


THE BIRDS. By HILAIRE BELLoc. Set to Music by GEOFFREY 
GWYTHER. (Decorated in Colours by G. SPENCER WATSON.) 
Printed on Card, 10 by 8, 6d. net. Postage 1d. 
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